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said. The play was ever.
The spring and early summer wore away.
Oné Jetter came from letter such
a8 be wmight have sent to any chance
acquaintance, full of kints of guy doin
here gnd th more. liet
note Vesey -wrote to his mother to say she
could not make the visit. Darrel
had said nothing in letter of coming tor
ber. “And tell%)‘ml"—lt the close of her
note—“that I am saving any awopnt of
gossip against writing him some d.nx." But
the “some day” mever came. Absence,
like a strong light, brings out hidden de-
feots, and Vesey knew now that he was a
man selfish and vain, who had played with
ber beart. He pad held it in bis hand

weighed
cast both aside s worthless,. 8he thought
of it with burning cheeks.

‘With snother winter came the Winslows.
If she had dreaded it, if she had teared for
herself, would it have been strangei But
the spell was broken. Looking back, she
wondered. z

Outwardly the old infimacy waa resumed.

1 came and went as he had come and
gono the year before. But to Vesey it was
only a shell—a hollow, heartless thing, that
never had been friendship, and codld never
now be love. Paul, plodding along day
after day in the round of his duties, saw, as
though a great way off, Vesey and Darrel
flying up and down thie ioy streets to the

lgle of silver bells.

ne night Vesey, glowing in crimson,
with white chrysanthemums in her hair,
through the haM. The outer dvor

wns wide open. Paul stood outside. The
wind, raw and wet with the breath of the
, caught at her bair—at the silken ruffles

of her dress, ’

“Oh, is it youd But you are coming ini"

She little knew bow the words tempted
bim, how the vision temp! him, us she

with clugxed hands under the "gas-

ight, and with the warm bright room be-

ond.

“I can not; I am waiting for your father.

There‘is » family at the lower emd of the
the town starv—"

The words choked him. “Thank you, not
to-night,™ he said. He had longed to meet
her like this—alone, and face to face.
But ber ﬁ;ht manner, her dainty drgss, an-
gered him to-night. He had come fromsuch
a different scene. Only s woman of the
world, after all, he thought. And yet so
sweet, 80 bitterly sweet, he owned, when he
had turned sway and Plunged into the eold
aud darkness. Darrel was waiting for her
in the drawingroom. .

“You're like & poem to-night, in all that
ruby red—like sn Eastern song.”

“Thank you,” Vesey said, d ily.

“[ gouldn't imagine you in gray,” be went
on, half to himself, “or in anything somber,
or worn, or poor.” He 'gun to study
the girl in earnest new. *“Yes, you are made
for the rarest and best, Vesey; to shine in
satin and dismonds.”

*Is that all,” she asked, wistfully.

“AllY Is that not enoughY It would sat-
hl‘ moet. women ! "

ut to-night it did not catisfy her.

Down at the ning of theleng street
waa a black, jow-browed bouse, like many
others here, with & shop in the lower story,
or, tmore Pm!.'"g" two, since
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was P
other display: pins, teedles, spools
of cotton and such small wares,
Above were two or three rooms with
slanting sides, where a deformed girl, a piti-
fal g sight to 160k at—lived with her
mwother, earning enough by eewing to put
into their mouths and scanty clothing
nron Yheir backs—no more. Vesey em-
ployed them; from pity, mostly, since her
work could have been betjer done else-
where. Bbemrpod out of the sleigir here
at dusk one night and ran up the stairs, a
roll of work in her lrands. She had to wait
8 moment, 8o she sat and talked with the
girl, who was young like herself, and yet
not like herself at all. It made her happier
in the happy lot that had sometimes wearied
ber. It made her thuukful for her stron
young life, which she had never namec
smong her blessings, and it shot a gleam of
pleasure through the. girl's dark days.

It was a poor room with paper torm and
soiled, of many patterns, upon the walls,
with t‘u bare rds of the floor yawning,
rismg and falling uneasily; with the dim
light struggling gh uncertain windows
that peersd from under the eaves liko eyes
from overllanging brows. A Jow voice ina
continnons murmur fell upon Vesey's ear.
It seemed to come from she next room.

“What is that?!” -

“That 'mi"” The girl's pale face grew
bright. “It's the minister, Mr. Hayes. He
:v&w:’ and prays with mother, now she's

'l'be'h\'oka ceueld Shebhurd his ‘;
upon stairs. It was bot a —he
could n# have reached the nreet.wzbcnn
shrick eame bhe room he had left.
The girl sat like ome paralyzed. Vesey
threw open the door. A swift line of light
ma all wdown the bed. It.lurst into a
flame, in the wmidst of which the sick
womun struggled. The overturned candle
at ber head told the story. It was an in-
stinct—there was no time for ht—
which made Vesey d the square of car-
pet from the floor and it down upon,
the flames. They shot out into her face.
They seemed to catch away her breath.
They licked ber arm. They strove and
fought, and well nigh overcame—all in an
inatant, that seemed hours to the girl, who
the bed, smother-
an'b:he flames with her own weight!

y were conquerod at last, The silent,
breathless struggle was over.

“If some one would onl bring a light—
oh dear! what shall I dof Don't,” to the
doovmed girl who shricked and called upon
ber mother. Vesey h‘i not heard the
strong step springjng Bp the stairs—the
openiug of the door. Some one stood Le-

ide ber in o wowment, lawpin hand. It was
Paul. .

“Is she dead " gasped Vesey, shrink
from the bed. 4 ing

He threw back the¢ scorched blanket that
bid the motionless form. “No, not degd,
but I think she hus fainted. Or the fi
I must go tor a*doctor. Stay here, if you
are not afraid. Oh, hush! hush!” to “the
frightened girl; “it is nothing, I hope. Get
some water for the lady, and sprinkle her
face,” he said to Vegey. Then he Was gone.

SBhe did as he had told her—waiting,
vntching the blackened mass she dared not
touch. It was frightful, with the still,
white face shining out of the darkness.
Was it death ! No; there was a faint quiv-
ering of the cyelids—that fain
returning  conscl

ome window
ker, and the

t to the bed.
re are no deep burns, I think,” he
said at th. “The b X
e ok ﬂ:d nket savell her.
sponge; ah, they
and some linen rags.” There
beld out her dainty handker-
hbmﬂmf' he eaid, and tore his own
“And ';', you!” He tarned to Vesey.
“] bave no burns.”
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ired to tend a booth.

not think of guing,” her father
ex , too, who foresaw a
quiet hour with her alone, if she remained
ut home. - He had something to tell—some-
thing to ask for, and a ring to gi Alas
for him! He had ki his worda too long.
A year sgo they would have been manna to
her heart.

“But Imm quite well,” she pleaded, “‘ex-
cept my hand, und that has cessed to pain
me.” *Indeed, her face was radiant.

8o she dressed herself with quaict sim-
plicity in something soft and gray that
wrapped ‘her like a clond, with only the
braids of her heavy hair for ornament—
only her shining eyes for gems. Then she

.went and took her place.

The evening was half over. Durrel had
been her shadow. She was tired; tired of
bis eyes that followed her whichever way
she turned; tired of bis flattering ‘words;
tired of him. He moved away at last.
Then, and not till then, shie saw Paul. He
came straight to her.

“Are you well enongh to be here!” he
asked, without & wogl of greeting, as
though they. had not parted. You fright-
ened me with yonr white face just now.”

“I was tired. I wanted to go home.”

* “Will you go now I" he asked quickly.
“Are you strung enough to walk I”
“Oh, yes.” o

“You

“Then come.”

It was -u-lnfe!_v pleasant to be bidden;
to follow meekly.

They bad reached the stairs descending
:o the street when they met Darrel Wins-
ow.

#Vesey, where #re you going?" ‘He
scowled and nodded at Paul.

“Home.”
 “Rut it is beginning to rain, and you have
no cloak. Go back and I'll get the carriage.”
He laid bis hand :lpon the wrap over Paul's
arm, Paul looked ug Vésey. What did he
read in her 1

“Lot Miss Welles decide,”, he ¢nid, in a
bard, strange voice. He was trying to be
calm, to keep his bands frem this musn who
had suddenly come between them. He
turned to Vesey again. His face was very
pale; his eyes were full of pleading. “Think
& moment. Will you ride with him, or walk
with mel”

She did not speak; she only smiled and
laid her hand within his arm.

He would have been more than human to
have kept back the triumph in his eyes.

Dnrmr started; then wheeled and left
@ '

“Bat think a moment.” Paul's voice
more gentle now. “ It will be a long,
ﬂ::md—- road thathas no turn.”
But still she swmiled. . .
“ A rough way, perhaps, and your feet
are tender.” = £
“I will walk with you,” she said.

Pectesses of New Orieans.

We copy the following from the Houston
Times of the twelfth instant, written by its
special correspondent at the New Orleans
office of that journal : -5

I was absent-minded, and the consequence
will be that I will have to rely upon mem-
ory. When Il¢gft my home in the Fourth
District this morning, 1 intended to take
along some poetical writings upon which [
wislied to comment, but on my reaching my
office I made the unpleasant discovery that
I bad forgotten to ¢ my intention into
effect. No matter. “Which I,wish to re-
mark” can be done just as well without
books and newspaper waifs encumbering
my desk.

e of the South, among, other faults,
have n peculiar weakness for admiring what
elsewhere could not pass for wore than
wediocrity. We are wont to bestow onr
praise in the superlative. In our apprecii-
tion we are laviah, and still it so frequent]
occurs that what is really meritorious fuils
to be apprecisted. We know *our faults,
but spurn the idea of having them made
known. Still, we are, in the wain, a candid
people, ﬂmug‘i occasionally averse to hear-
ing the truth. This aversion—and right
here I am almost tempted to speak in the
superlative myself—is a leading tgait in the
character of a certain class of our people.
I speak of those sickly sentimental females
who, owing to the peculiar weal¥ness alluded
to, & particular pride in considering
themselves writers of distinction, poets of
the purest water. o $
In. rgality, their station is, and mm most
cases will remabn, obscurity. But the
Egyptian darkness whith them
in their & le for an unattainable fame
is mide endurable to them. They appeur
to be contented with their lot, for are they
not distinguished authors who exercise so

reat an influence by their effusions, which
gurthe i‘:ﬁrint of genius ! ' Their friends
say s0Q; tl friends kneel reverently at
their liu-iu. and kave only exalted praise
for them. Ah! within the charmed circle
of the mutual admiration societies approval,
admiration, praise and yorship are les mots
d'ordre. Woe to hifa who should dare to
raise his voice in opposition to the estab-
lished rules and regulations which govern
these admirable admiration societies, where
everything is based upon mutunlity.
Southland writers! Southern poets! Hol-
low titles! We have no .Southern lit-
erature. If we had, how could it
be possible thut females of the stamp 1
have mentioned gould dare to claim distine-
tion?! They are able i u—
weeds which encdmber the growth of litera-
ture in the South. Full of vanity, as they
are, they will not cense llﬂi«-tinﬁ their silly
trash upon the public. They will persovere
in their injurious effurts to intrude upon the

remises of legitimate literature. Take up,
or instance, the Sunday editions of either
one of the two large conservative papers of

ew Orleans, and vead the pretentions ef-
usions of the “Author of Albert Hastings;”
the sickly verses of a sentimrental woman,
who glories in the nom de plume of
“Zephyr;"” the school girl's itions by
an ex-school teacher, who calls herself
“Beverley;” the silly rhymes of a half-
grown girl, who herself *Mattie;” the

‘ poemis” by Nellie, and the productions of
a score wore—and I will bet my bottom
dl(:lhr that you will feel like—doing some-
thing.

These are harsh words, barshly spoken,
and not a few of the celebrated writers
whom I thus bring to the notice of the
goocir;opla of Texas, will feel like pulling

my ;

In my estimation, there are oply two
poetesses contributing to the New Orleans
newspaper press of whom we may feel
{’uu{ proud. These are that sweet singer,

'earl Rivers, whom sickmress has_ un-
fortunately eom]zlled to be silent for sev-
eral weeks; and Mrs. Townsend (Xariffa),
who oys & well earned reputation I
have also to make my bow before Miss
Mollie E. Moore, whom I consider an ac-
ecomplished writer of ex«luiuite poetry.
Texns may well feel proud o
tinguished daughter.

A letter from Rome says: “l1 hear from a
friend M Florence that Von Bulow, who
has been gmving concerts and lessons in
that city the two last winters, is in t
demand, as is most natursl he should be,
for be is one of the greatest living execu-
tant and orchestral leaders in the world.
The.opera houses of St. Petersburg and
Vienna, as well as La Scals, of Milsn, have
been offered him; but he is most iikely,

to America, and I mmz

this, her dis-*

Every the roof grows feebler,

Bends it towaid the winding stream;
neses gather on the shi 8,

Ivies clamber round the besus.

Xow the wheel s tilled fogever,

lln‘ln; . Lo hus crased l‘: throbbing,
k that windeth by it

Has changud its singing unto sobbing.

Every vear the roof sinks lower;

the worn ont frame shall fail,
Aud the yrowing pioes will sudiy
Cast their shadows over all.

Thus, with every human ereature,
We may flourish, then decay:
Drathdistoyteth every fewture
Which life made besutiful and gay.

THE TRICKS O A SPY.
Adventures of an Army Detective.
|From the Cfucinnati Commercial.}
Norr—The following story being a ‘rue one, we
have bern compelled to give fictitious names of
the persous, especial y as all the parties, so far ns
we knowjare still Hripg. sud some of them in this
city. occurrences took place during the late
WAr. -
I sat in the office of Dr. Munson, chatting
of things in general. Finully the conversa-
tion chdngmf,enud the late war was talked
of, called out by a picture of Sheridan’s ride,
that hung over the mantel.
“I believe I never told you how I fi 1|
a8 & d tective during the war?” said the
doctor.
"No."
% “Well, I will ltell you of. o:e l’l_uuucehtbn

appened in this city, and if you choosg
yo!l,lfan write it out for publication. The
papers only got an iokling of it at that
time,"”

“Very well; spin your story.”

We give the doctor's etory as near as we
can recollect it: -

I was, at the time of which ‘1 speak, sta-
tioned in Cincinnati; I he]d s captain’s com-

mission, being ‘in the Wdjutant general's,

department. Previously, while in Wash-
ington city, I bad becoid well acquainted
with Secretary Stanton. One duy I re-
ceived a letter from him asking ine to em-
ploy half a duzen detectives, and set them
to work hunting up deserters, and to per-
form such uther duties ns mifht trom time
to time be required of them. I employed
several of our best known d¥ficers and put
them to work. We sent several renegades
haeck to their regiments, but had done noth-
ing of importadee. One day I received s
dispatch frow Stanton to keep a look oyt
for a Mrs. Longmead, living, when at home,
some miles north of Cincinnati, but in sn
adjoining county., The secretary said he
had ite on good authoriiy that Mrs. Long-
mesgl was carrying dispatches from the
encmy. Withont giving the deteotives a
hint of the news I had heard, I told them to
notify me of any fresh arrival of' ladies at
the hotels.

I knew Mrs. Longmead very well, as she
atended the same vollege with me at Ox-
ford some years before.

A detective notified lue that there was a
strange lady lwppinf at’the Broadway. He
gave u description of her and I felt sure it
was Mrs. Longmead, althongh I told him he
‘was mistaken. Ithen sent for another detee-
tive, whom I had selected for the purpose,
and told him to take board at the broad-
way and wateh the movements of & certuin
lady dressed in black.

A few days after this occurrence another
detective came and reported that twe ladies
had arrived from the country in a hack,
had taken passage in the steamer Glendule.
bound South. Furthermore, thut they had
an extrs amount of baggage. The Captain
was notified that his boat must not leave
without orders.

The following morning two officers were
sent to the boat with orders to converse
with the suspicious luties, and if they re-
fused to allow their baggage to be searched
to bring them up to the vitice under arrest.
An hour afterwurd the officérs came to the
oftice with the ladies and two very large
trunks. I, of course, affected ignorance and
inquired the cause of the trouble. They
told a very plaintive lwzl. Then I in-
quired of the officer what it meant, and
he said they had epium’ in their trunks,
**Only enough for ily use,” retorted the
younger of the ladi I examined the
tranks and found fifteen mundrnf opium
and a layge amount of quinine. When the
ladics entered the office, I recognized them
as being the mother and sisters of Mrs,
Longmead, although I did not make myself
known, secing that they did not recognise
me. Mrs. Schuyler and daughter ‘were in
trouble at the idea of being caught with
contrabands of war in their possession.- I
told them they must consider themmselves
under arrest, and as we had no military

rison suitable for the incarceration of
adies, they must choose ahotel, where they
would be kept in a rpom under guard. They
made choice of the Burnet House, and
thitber they were conveyed in a back.

As I was assisting Miss Schulyey into the
hack, and defending her skirts from contact
with the wheel of the vehicle, I became
aware that her dresses were unusually
weighty; however, 1 anid nothing then, but
when we reached the Burnet House, I told
the young ludy she must retire and take off
an undergarment which I hamed. 'She
feigned indignity at my rudeness, but I told
ber none wus intended, but the skirt I must
have. After muay tearful protestations and
assurances that I'had already taken every-
thing sbe had that was contraband of war.
she finally retiréd to her room and brought
me the skirt—and such a one it was, On

lexamination, I found that it contained

nearly $1000 worth of quinine. As I learned
afterward, two of them bad been three
months in quilting the quinine into the gar-
ment.

On the morning- following that on which
I wade the arrest, I entered my office a little
lute, and, u8 1 expervted, found Mrs. Long-
mead, sistpr to one prisoner and daughter of
the other.” I did not seem to recognize her,
but took a seat and inquired if there was
anything I could do to promote her welfare.

**Yes, eir; I have called to get a pass to go
to Nashville.” ’

“Yeu do not need a pass, madam. Our
troops bwold every point between this and
Nashville.”

“I know,.but I would feel safer with a

ass.” '

“ can not give' vou one, but if there is
any trouble yeu can get one at Louiaville.”

“But I understand that you are arresting
ladics right here in Cincinnati.”

“Yes, we did arrest your mother and sister
yesterday, Mrs. Longmead.”

The effect was instuntaneous. She sprang
to her feet with all the fury and malignity of
the tiger in her eyes,

“How dare you, sir, address me as Mrs.
Longmead ! I don’t know you, sir.”

“Ah, perhaps you remember one certain
Jack Munson, at Oxford, some years ago.”

“I have not the faintest idemn of who you
are. Youare luboring under a mistake, for
my nawme is not Lo L”

*1 know you did not register at the Broad-
way that name, but nevertheless
your resl name i3 Mrs, n

“MY' 'the Broadway! did I arrive

there'
“On Thursday last.”
* what do you propose doing with

“I shall be compelled to place you under
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walking). learned surgeon took up his
stethescope and placed it to ber Lbeart. She
was more than s mateh for bim bere, for
she was the only person I had ever met
who could cause her own heart to palpitate
when she chose. The doctor listened but a
mowment, threw down the instruwent, and
begged ber pardon for doubting herveracity.
She was carried, back to her earriage, and
given a pass and sent northward rejoicing.
At agother time she had soge dispatches
to send southward. There was s regiment
of soldiers guing up the Kentucky Central
ad that day. Dressed as an Ivish ser-

vaut girl (and she could assume the charao-
ter to perfection), she succeeded jn getting
one of the soldiers to her on the train
as his wife, After the train.bad started,
the authoritics at Cincinnati learned that
she had gone, and, suspecting her errand,
telegrapbed to Lexington, giving a descrip-
tion of the wemnap, and ordering her arrest,
bat, b{lwme ‘meflos, ne sction was taken
until the next morning. lu the weantime
the train had arrived at Lexington. Mrs.
Lomgmead walked two miles into the coun-
try, borrowed & horse, rode twelve miles
further, and meeting a man «n the rond
whom she knew, gave him her dispatches,
and teld him to deliver them at a certain
rebel general's beadquarters. She then
rode back to where the horse had been bor-
rowed, and_afterward rode to Lexington,
and, unmolested, tovk the afternoun train
for Covington. The suthorities, learning
that she bad gone to the country on her ar-
rival at Lexington, were in hot pursuit.
When they got into Lexington she was far

a prominent Covington detective to arrest
her by all means on her arrival in that city.
Some triendly stationo tor pluced s copy
of this dispateh in her ds. She was then
in a great strait. However, she did not de-
spair. Seeing Leslie Coombs, wife and
dunghter, sitting s few seats aliead of her
in the conch, she sat down near them, and
soon drew the ladies into conversation. She
told thew Ler husband wus a soldier, and
that she had indpeed him to desert, and for
this offense she was to be wrrested on her
arrival at Covington. Her pitiful story,
with many tears, enlisted the sympathy of
the ladies, and fiually of the venerable Ren-
tuckian himself. At that time the rear door
of the rear car, of an incoming train was
tllfl.'u)'! kept lotked, when wTiving at the
vpot.

Arrangement was made that thia door
should not be locked on this ‘occasion.
When the train arrived Mr. Coombs as-
sisted Mrs, el off the rear end of
the car while the detectives watched«the

latforms between the two cars, and Mrs.

mbe and her daughter came near being
arrested. Mrs. L. ving alighted, and
-eeinf a hack standing near, ran to it, and
{;n.up ng in, told the driver to carry her to
ewport ferry as quickly as possibile, which
he did. There she alighted, paid him, und
crossed over on the fesry, walking up the
bank. She entered the Pendleton car,
guing east as far as Kewper lane. She
walked up to the top of the hill. Here
everything being tPu('t. she had time to
pause and reflect. Taking a survey of the
country, and shaping her course, sho at
once sct out snd walked more than a duzen
wiles to Ler home, where she arrived betore
morning.

Mrs. Longmead told me that when her
mother and sister took passage on the
steamer Glendale, the latter bad impertant
dispatches concealed in the barrel of & small
Smith & Wesson pistol; but no sommer did
she find that they would be arrested than
she walked to the stateroom door, fired off
the pistol, and then threw it into the river.

“What has become of this family of
precious rebels !” we asked, for we hnibe
come quite interested in the story. The
doctor replied:

‘“As soon as the war closed they packed
HL“‘ and bnmﬁ and went to'\'lr(inh.
where, 1 suppoes, they are now living."

. T s e T R

Itis probable that the darkest hour in
the life of & woman is when she wakes on
the morning after the loss of her hongr, and
feels how empty is the future, and how piti-
ful is the prico of ber infumy. The h
with its possibilities of honest life, seli-re-
spect, and the esteem of vthera. is gone for-
ever, Nothing ia left but mere living on
the wages of sﬁme. which stick to the fin-

ers and burn them like beiling pitch. A

Eer, when he first discovers the fatal
whitening of his skin, is not more lonels.
Into this morsl prison-house Orunge 8.
Winans entered on Satunday. He muy try
19 brazed out his foul misfortune, but he
can not conceal from himsell hia sense of
the permanent worthlessness of the lifs he
has stained and polluted. Inall the alms-

exists to-day no creature so®peeding, but
beyond the pity of churitable hearts.—New

“ork Tribune. e

Here is a romantic episode in quiet and
real life. A gentleman lived in IJlinois,
about twelve years ago, whose name was
Wisrington. His wite had a cluld, a girl,
but he was absent from the birth, and wus
rightly served for such & remis<ness by find-
ing at his return to bis home that the spirit
of his wife fled, as had alco his daugh-
ter, who, he thought. had bheern ahducted
by the nurse. Twelve vears passed, and
the gentleman went to Kansan, but on his
way was in a small town newr Chicago,
where he saw a little girl who, in form and
feature, closely resembled his wife. He
questioned ber, followed her home, and
found that the person whom she supposed
to be her mother was the old woman who
had nursed his wife during her lust siok-
ness. The lady munifested no desire to re-
tain eustody of the child, and the father
took her with him to the fur-off wilds where,
undoubtedly, she will grow up like Rosalie,
the Prairie Flower.

A Boston dispatch of the eighteenth
says: -

A letter dated April 5 on board the
United Statea stesmer Worcester, then st
Pl uth, with a garge of provisions from
thi rt for the ief of the suffering
French, reports that on thé third day out
from Bostom, about thirty tubes of the
boiler of t.:!o 'Tllnhm ;l;l m’!de-l ;om
persons, three dy wit & few hours,
ight days. The other
three recovered s0o as to resume their
dutiea. The oause of the explosion will be
Invuﬂmd. There was plenty of water
in -the boiler at the tiwe, and only twenty-
nine pounds of steam on. The tubes hurst
in the middle, which is an unususl thing.

nalities
-PT:YWSA of the Worcester

This is an Omaha- dispatcbfof the eight-
eenth instant:

e

oun ber way. A disfatcle was forwarded to 't

houses and penitentiaries of the State there,

by the fire when Ientered. He wasa v
powerful man—a perfect

my “five feet six,” and

black hair snd whi

and you will not need & earriage.”

I put on my hat-and cost and’ followed
him. It was my first call in L— and I
fondly hoped it was the fo erunner of many

-oth

The man strode on ahead of me all the
time, notwithstanding 1wy endeavors to
keep at his side, and spoke not a word, not
even m'erln'g my questions.

Stopping before a substantial looking rea-
hlmull'n one of the principal streets, he ap;
plied the lateh-key and let me into a
pleasant little room on the ground floor (»
study I thought it), hung about with m
paintings and elegant chromos, and
with books of every description. .

“Take u seat, doctor,” esid the man; “I
will step out & moment. Take this scat by
the fire; it's a bitter cold night.”

The chair was a tf;m.t unweildy thing,
but exceedingly comfortable. I threw my
feet upon the tender und leaned back upon
the cushion, well satisfied to warm myself
a little beford secing the patient.

I heard the man :})pmh the door, which
was direotly back of where I sat, and heard
the door open and close nglx:. I supposed
he bad goue out, but did look around
to see. Indeed, I had no time, fur 'a stout
cord was throyn over my wrists and across
my breast, and a handkerchief bound over
my mouth so quickly that I could not pre-
vent it.

When I was, l)erfectl{ secure, mf.:on-
ductor stepped in front of me and looked
with much interest kit my vain attempts to
free myself. .

“Good stout cord, isn’t it!” he asked. “It
hasa pever beon broken, and many a stouter
man than you has tried it. There, now, be
quiet & while, aod I will tell you what I
want."”

He went to a eabinet that stood in the
corner of the room, and taking a long knife
from one of the drawers, run his thamb
pver the edge, and felt the point, all the
while talking in the most commenplace
wmanoer hnni{ublo. .

“I have for years, studied the art of

,” saidbe. “I can uyﬁum
that is my ‘ne-lnlg chair that you are
ing in now; and I take great pleasure in
imparting my knowledge to others. This is
what I wang of you to-night. I did intend
to make you guess that, but I have thought
of something better.”

He had bpcome-satisfied with the edge
and point of his knife, and was pcinf up
and down the room, giving me s full his-
tury of the world, iuterspersed with facts
relative to the art of guessing, at which
times he always stopped in front of me.

*Did yom éver study it, doctori” he
asked. “I know you. haven't. I wm the
only one that ever reduced it to a science.
Since I left my noble veterans I have de-
voted my whole time to it; and now I am
about to initiate you inco its mysteries, if
you sre worthy.”

He was standing before me, g0 very calm
that I did not think he intended to harm
mg¢; bat when I locked into his eyes, burn-
ing with the fire of insanity, I felt that my
situation was desperate indeed.

“I must test you,” he said. “I must see
whether you are naturally gifted or mot
before I waste much time with you. If I
remove the handkerchief, will you answer
my questions §” 5
'tl ded an affirmative, and he removed
it.

“Now, my dear doctor, you are an entire
ltnn?r to me. Without doubt you have
often heard of me, but it will be a hard task
to dis!il:z:hh my name from all vther grest
men of time. You may yuess it, doctor.
What is iti” :

He had brou?ht his face 80 near to mine
that I eould Fl his .bot breath, and I
fancied I could feel the heat in those ter-
rible eyes. The long, keen blade he was
bolding over me—for what! To take my

life if [ failed.

“Guess! " be screamed. “If
fail, it will be your last guces in this »

I not cry out—the knife was too
near. I could mot esc for the atrong
cords bound me to that chair I could not
lift; and I could lie there and lose my life.
What could I dot

“It is & hard guess,” he eaid, “and I will
give you three minutes to answer it.”

I summoned all my courage, which had
never yet failed me, even in the awtul hour
of battle, and, looking him steadily in the
eye, said : “I know ion, sir; so where is

6 use of guessing ! have seen you on
the battle-field, marshalling your men to
victory: I have seen ygu cut down a score
of men with your own single arm. I have
scen you put to flight a :lﬁule battalion. I
know you—every id‘}' knows you; your
nuame is in my mouth.” .

4 remembered what he had said abou
leading his veterans, and had tried this
barangue to divert his attention. I paused
to wmark the effect.

“Yes, yos, doctor.BBut what is it he ex-
claimed again. “Thirty secondas "

Great heavens! What would I not have

ven for a clue to that madman's funcy!

hirty seconds, and how short u second is!
The knife wus raised higher that it might
gain um by the d . His body
was braced for the struke, and his eye upon
the mark.
: ""”l‘on seconds more!” he erled. *“What is
it

There was only one hope for me, and that
waa to guess. I felt that he considered him-
self dome great man; as he had spoken of
veterans, some great military chieftuin, 1
thought of vur own berves, and the names
of many of them were upon my lips, but ¥

not utter them. It was the greatest
chance gawe that I had ever played—m
life depended on the guessing of » name.
thought of all the European mombn!
cast them asude again, and came to
our own side of the water.

“Two seconds I" screeched the lunatie.

Without s thought, almost without volj-
tion, lngoke & name, breathing a prayer
gn:t it m g}:'t be the r{ght one: “Napoleon

“Right I” said the madman, throwing
‘uside his knife, und undoing the cords that
held me. “I was mistaken in you, doet
You have true genius; this is your first les-
son; come at this hous every evening, and I
will teach ﬁu the beautiful art—the way to
immortal %

As I arose from the cffair, weak and
trembling, the door mﬂ‘lx:nd four
strong men entersd secured the maniac.
Istarted for home, well pleased that I had
got through with my first ‘""'"ﬁ lmm
ani fervently hopini that I should ne
be call ed upon to another.
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